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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

The Great River, Poems and Pictures, by Frederick 
Oakes Sylvester, Chicago, 1911. 

These poems celebrate the Mississippi River as the 
haunt of boyhood and companion of maturity. The 
verse is obviously that of a beginner; but there is a certain 
homely sincerity in it, and a genuine feeling for nature, 
not glossed with sentimentality. 

The best thing in the book is the description of the 
town by the river, 

Where quaint old-fashioned houses 
Behind the fir-trees hide, 

but now changing: 

A fatal thing she nourishes, for lo! 
She gives an alien child her breasts to nurse. 
Whose lips are iron and whose heart is brass, 
And, dreaming, does not realize nor know 
Its very touch a menace is and curse. 

A Walled Garden and Other Poems, by Margaret Root 
Garvin. The Mosher Press. 

Some of the poems in this volume are very charming. 
An occasional inversion mars direct expression, but the 
general lyric quality is exceptionally good. The following 
triolet contains, in eight lines, what most Memorial Day 
orators take forty minutes to expound. 

On their swords the red rust, 
On their graves the red roses: 
Like old Hate, turned to dust, 
On their swords the red rust. 
While Love blooms as it must; 
So this day-dawn discloses 
On their swords the red rust, 
On their graves, the red roses. 

The Night Watch and The Narcissus Pool are two other 
poems that might be quoted. 
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